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A Pleasurable Consequence 


Author's Notes: 
Set in 2005, in Richie's perspective 


The lights glare, the stage gleams, the crowd roars. Everything about this setting is perfect. There will never 
be the day where I'll say, "Well, this is enough for me, time to move onl" How could anyone move on from 
this? What could be better than this. In my mind, absolutely nothing. Maybe it's because I've been doing this 
for countless years, maybe l'm afraid to do something else or maybe | just don't want to. It could be a 
mixture of all three. | look over at Jon and he smiles at me; his magnificent row of aligned white teeth 
shimmering with it as he takes my free hand and throws it up in the air with triumph. | smile back, knowing 
that another ageless performance was concurred, but not just by anybody, by us: Bon Jovi. He swings both 
our arms back down and we take a well deserved bow, the audience continuing to cheer for our success. Jon's 
hand tightens around my own and | squeeze back. We've been through our ups and downs like anybody else, but 
its always nice to say that we've gotten through it together and have grown stronger because of it. Stronger 
than friends, stronger than brothers, practically inseparable. | haven't told him my true feelings yet, scared of 
rejection, scared of humiliation What would he say? What could he say? | love you too? That would be ideal, 


almost too ideal. There's always a cost to be paid, some too much. | can't bear the thought of losing Jon 


forever, losing what we have with each other and with the band. It would be too heartbreaking, unrecoverable. 
| feel his hand let go of mine to instead place it on the small of my back, fingers curling slightly against the 
silky black colored fabric of my low vie neck shirt. Are these signals | should be paying attention to? Or am | 
just overreacting as usual? As if on cue, Jon turns his head and smiles at me for the second time, his eyes 
hinting at an uncovered secret. | grin back, trying to hide the confusion that's washing over me like a tidal 


wave. 


We finally end our stance and with one last wave, we depart and make our way towards our separate dressing 
rooms. | don't get very far towards mine as a hand reaches out for my arm. It's Jon's of course. He looks at 
me for what seems like a very long minute and before | could lick away the dryness covering my lips and 
utter a single, yet pathetic word, all is silenced as hands reach for my sweat drenched hair and lips crushing 
any hope of speaking. Suddenly everything clicks into place and the feeling of being on cloud 4 begins. Confusion 
is replaced by exploration and wonder and | kiss him back with equal curiosity. I've fantasized about kissing Jon 
in the past on numerous occasions while alone in hotel rooms, but never actually have up until this point. And 
the experience of it now is breathtaking, extraordinary. The feeling of textured, skin on skin contact fuels my 
hunger and | push Jon up against the nearest wall, feeling my way up his body as his lips continue to explore 
every inch of mine. Breaking away | close my eyes and part my lips ever so slightly, imprinting every move and 
sound we both make; from the way his fingers weave their way into my dark brown locks, to the way his 
slightly erotic panting sings musically in my nearest ear as | moan quietly in growing arousal. The moan quickly 
turns into a gasp as wetness melts the entrance of my mouth; tongue on tongue action begins and l'm 
thoroughly intrigued. At this point, my groin feels rock solid and my pants feel tighter than ever imaginable. 
Breaking away from our shared sex frenzied kiss, | dip my head lower, latching my kiss swollen, cherry red lips 
against the sweat soaked skin on the side of his neck. 


"Fuck" he breathes through ragged breaths, his hands clutching my hair tighter, fingers digging their way to 
my scalp. 


| continue the relentless assault down his body as my hands move lower on his pants, stopping only as they 
slightly brush over the button and zipper holding them up. Undoing them quickly, | pull them down in time with 
my traveling lips, stopping only when | become face to face with his highly erected cock. | smile up at him 
before engulfing him all the way into my hot, wet, eager mouth. Jon's vocal cords strain as he lets out a high 
pitched wail, cementing himself to the wall in an attempt to control his urges to thrust. | begin a teasing 
rhythm of circling my tongue around the head before taking him all the way in again, enjoying in the bask of 
the pleasure noises being made from his neediness to unravel. | could feel his cock swell a little more, his 


release close by and as | begin to go into overdrive, he pushes me away with the rest of the strength he has 


left. 
"Come here," Jon commands, motioning me with his hands. 
| obey and return to a standing position in front of him. 


"What do you want?" | murmur, lips lightly brushing the sensitive skin behind his ear. 


"| want you inside me." 
A little taken aback, | take a minute to study him, to make sure his request is real. 


"Are you sure Jonny?" | finally ask, encircling my arms around his waist, hugging our bodies closer together 


and igniting groans as our groins press painfully tight against the other. 
"God yes Richie. | need you!" 


| let out a feral growl before using my hands to flip him over, his front side now pressed against the wall 
Quickly undressing the bottom half of my body, | breath a sigh of relief as my cock springs out of its 


confinements. 


"| don't have lube or a condom with me." | say, nervousness trickling down my spine at the thought of hurting 


the both of us over something that's meant to be made out of nothing but passion and love. 
| trust you Richie." 


| feel choked with emotion from such faith stowed upon me and | take a deep breath before sticking three of 
my own fingers in my mouth, wetting them as thoroughly as possible with my saliva before releasing them 
from my grasp. | gently rub the muscles surrounding his entrance in hopes of bestowing relaxation before 
slipping my index finger inside his tight, hot channel. | hear the sharp inhale of his breath against the cool 
cemented wall as | push my finger deeper into him. Adding a second finger, | hear more than just a sharp 
intake of breath, | hear a faint cry. Guilt washes over me and | bow my head, bathing his back in tender kisses 
in hopes of forgiveness as | add one more finger to the mix. | stop kissing him long enough to look over his 
shoulder and see silent tears streaking down his face, his teeth bitting down on his lower lip to stop a scream 


just begging to come out. 


"Jonny, don't let me do this to you," | plead, tears pricking the corner of my eyes at the sight of seeing him in 


pain. 


But Jon just shakes his head with refusal and pushes back ever so slightly, allowing my fingers to slide in 
deeper until | can feel a soft lump and then the sweetest moan echoes in my ears and all worrying thoughts 


come to an end. 


"Fuck Richie!" Jon says through clenched teeth, reaching behind himself to clasp his hands on my thighs, 
pushing me closer to him, grinding him to the wall. 


| moan in return, eyes glazing over with raw lust as | release my fingers from his opening. Spitting a few times 
in my hand, | give my own aroused heated flesh a few rough strokes before positioning it towards Jon. Exhaling 
an excited breath, | push myself in, shaking as | feel his muscles squeezing my length. Jon lets go of my thighs 
and presses his hands against the wall in front of him, his fingers digging into the rough surface as he 


breaths through my intrusion, relaxing his muscles to allow me greater access. | push in farther, rewarded 


quickly with a long drawn out moan from Jon as my cock brushes against the soft lump again. 
"Right there baby, oh my god!" 


Reaching around, | wrap my arm around Jon's chest, hand clutching his opposite shoulder, securing him close 
to me while the other hand snakes lower, grabbing his pre cum leaking cock and fisting it skillfully in time with 
my thrusts. 


"Ahhh, fuck me harder Rich! Pound into me, make me cry out, make me beg!" Jon moans, throwing his head 
back against my shoulder, one hand reaching behind and grabbing my head and pulling me down for a hot, 
searing kiss, tongue plunging into my mouth, tangling with mine as | obey his wishes and begin thrusting harder 
and faster into him. 


"You feel so fucking good, so tight, ahhh!" | groan against his lips, hot panting surrounding us as the tingling 


feeling of a nearing orgasm claims us both. 


| feel it coming to an end first and with one last thrust, l'm unraveling deep inside him, low moans spilling out 
from my parted lips as each pleasurable ripple tears through me. | feel Jon swelling in my hand and with a 
cry, wave after wave of hot white streams splashes over us and the wall, covering everywhere it lands with 


his sweet scent. 


As unsteady breaths and whispers of "I love you" linger in the air, a nearby click of a camera shutter 
shatters the hallway and an evil grin emerges behind familar mops of blonde curls, gleaming with the 


beginnings of his master plan set perfectly into place. 


~ The End ~ 


